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He, mother, mother calles,
She filler cannot fay,
That one in earn ell doth lament,
That other whines in plaie.

Pandions line (quoth Ihe)
Remember ftil your race,
And neuer marke the fubtil Ihewes
Of any Soule m Thrace.

You mould degenerate,
If right reuenge you flake,
More right reuenge can neuer bee,
Than this reuenge to make.

Al ill that may be thought,
Al mifchiefe vnder Ikies,
Were pietie compard to that
Which Tereus did deuife.

T She holds no longer hande,
But (Tygrehke) me toke
The little boy ful boiHroufly
Who now for terror quooke

And (crauing mothers helpe,)
She (mother) toke a blade,
And in hir fonnes fmal tender hart
An open wound me made.

The cruel dede difpatcht,
Betwene the fillers twaine
They tore in peces quarterly
The corps which they had flaine.

Some part, they hoong on hooks,
The reft they laide to fire.
And on the table caufed it,
Be fet before the fire.